THE    LAST    DAYS    OF    MADRID

bring the whole thing to the knowledge of the War
Minister, when a Russian Colonel entered my office in a
state of some alarm. He asked me if I knew a foreigner
dressed as a Spanish General whom he had just met on the
staircase. I told him that the Minister had put him in
touch with me, believing him to be an important anti-
Fascist, to be treated with complete confidence. The
Russian Officer told me that the Minister was suffering
under a terrible delusion, and that this was an ex-Captain
in the Czar's Army, now in the service of the Gestapo.
My suspicions thus confirmed, I hurried to the War
Ministry to inform the Minister. I need not describe his
surprise when he heard the news. At first he was in-
credulous, but an analysis of the man's list of questions
and the statement of the Russian Colonel soon cleared
away his doubts. The Gestapo agent dressed as a General
had been given a post in the Operations Section of the
Ministry's General Staff. It was only his excessive
audacity which took an extremely intelligent secret agent
to the Republican prisons. One would have thought that
this man would be judged summarily and immediately
shot. But nothing of the sort happened.

I should like to point out, so that the Spanish people
may know it, that those found guilty of the crimes of
treason and espionage received special treatment. Until
the war I had escaped by luck from the unpleasant task
of signing a single death sentence. My own sense of
humanitarianism and perhaps a certain imaginativeness
caused me to pass through a nervous crisis every time I
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